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Ok all the changes of the year 
Complete, from birth to rest, 

This rosy, russet, golden change — 
October — is the best. 

Be glad, O man ! for it is here ; 

Earnest and hopeful, children dear; 

Ripe is the year, and blest. 

It IS pleasant now and then to greet you with 
song, my friends, though the full meaning of these 
rhymes may not at first be clear to you. You see 
/ thought them, and then the dear Little School- 
ma’am set the ideas to an acrostic measure,— what¬ 
ever that may be,— and so it may take both you 
and myself a little while to get settled in our minds. 
But, at all events, the rhymes arc trying to tell you 
that October is not a wear) - , melancholy month 
hinting of destruction and decay. No; it is rich, 
complete, content, glorious. 

That, at least, is how October appears from this 
pulpit, whether in quiet hours when only my birds 
and I are taking in its glow and grandeur, or when 
busy human folk, little and big. are roaming hither 
and thither, or settling themselves in ruddy shades. 

By the way, one of the finest bits of music I 
know of (and my squirrels quite agree with me) is 
the sharply soft sound of ripe nut-burrs falling 
through the keen air into beds of yellow leaves and 
crisp little spears that have long since ceased their 
waving. But perhaps you boys do not care for 
nuts and such things? Well, time is speeding. 
Suppose we now take up the subject of 

A HERMIT TO ORDER. 

Half the world knows that to make a wild, out- 
of-the-way bit of woods truly interesting to some 
folk, somebody must discover in its recesses a 
lone, lorn hermit-inhabitant, a dazed, unkempt, 
half-civilized creature with a history of his own 


which he has sedulously forgotten for many a year. 
Well, Archibald, the ninth Duke of Hamilton, I 
am told, actually advertised for “A Hermit,” as 
an ornament to his pleasure-grounds, and stipulated 
that the said hermit should have his beard shaved 
but once a year, and that but partially, in order to 
produce the required shaggy effect. Probably he 
was instructed to wear ragged old clothing, to say 
nothing of a dazed, wherc-did-I-come-from cast of 
countenance. 

A STARTLING PET. 

It was this same ninth Duke of Hamilton, it 
appears, who had a strange pet. A friend calling 
on him one day asked if it was true that he kept 
a young, tame tiger. The duke slapped his thigh, 
uttered a kind of whistle, when out from under the 
sofa crept the long-backed animal; and out of the 
door retreated the visitor. 

ANIMAL LANGUAGE AGAIN. 

H ere is one more letter about animals that seem 
to have a language of their own. 

Andovf.r, Mass. 

Dear Jack: In the April number of the Sr. Nicholas 
you asked if animals have their own language. I should 
answer decidedly in the affirmative. 

One day we were out in a field, shooting with bows 
and arrows; our dog, “Wat,” was there watching us. 
Pretty soon another dog, “ Puck,” came up to him and 
nosed around his ears. In a minute both dogs started off 
together. We went on shooting and did n’t notice it 
much, but just as we had stopped shooting, both dogs 
came back carrying a big woodchuck. Now don’t you 
suppose that Puck came and told Wat (who was a larger 
dog than he was) that the woodchuck was there, and that 
be was n’t strong enough to carry him alone ? 

This is true, as I was there and saw it, and I think it 
shows that dogs, at least, do have a language. 

Yours truly, Eric Palmer. 

AN INFANT AUDUBON. 

Here is a boy’s composition, my friends, which 
will interest you, because it was written by the 
eight-year-old son of a man who was one of “ The 
Boy Emigrants ” that figure in Noah Brooks's fa¬ 
mous St. Nicholas story. 

Master John evidently is a boy with his eyes 
open. His “piece” is so comical and so good I 
think 1 ’ll have to show it to some of my birds after 
this meeting is over. 

BIRDS. 

Birds live in the north in summer lime, but in 
winter they all fly south. They make their nests 
of threads, twigs, and cotton. 

There arc blue-birds, and robins, and blue-jays, 
and crows, and red-birds, and snow-birds. 

The swallows take mud, and make their nests. 
They make their nests on sides of houses. Some¬ 
times after the swallows’ nests fall down, the bees 
come and make their nests in the places where 
the swallows have gone away. 

The birds give to their young, worms, and flies, 
and bugs, and butterflies, and little grasshoppers. 
First the birds don’t have anything in their nests, 
and then they have eggs, and then young birds. 
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Kingfishers stand on a limb and watch for a fish 
to pass by. Then the kingfisher dives down into 
the water and almost always gets the fish. Then 
it screams, then a big eagle hears it and goes after 
him, and always catches the kingfisher. Then it 
screams again, and drops the fish. Then the eagle 
flies off. Eagles carry off babies and lambs. The 
eagle makes its nest in a big hole in a mountain. 

The robin goes “pear,” and the crow goes 
“ caw.” 1 do not know how a blue-jav goes, or a 
swallow, or a blue-bird. 

There is another kind of bird; it is a meadow¬ 
lark. 1 do not know how it goes. Some boys 
have sling-shots, and they put a stone in them, 
and fire at the birds. They do not always kill the 
birds; they hit them in the breast and knock off 
some feathers. 


A PHOTOGRAPH IN ACTION. 

Dear Mr. Jack : Will you please tell everybody 
that Mr Edison (who knows the father of a fellow 
I know in school) has now invented something more 
wonderful than anything he has yet done. He 
calls it a Kinetograph, and it can show upon a 
screen a photograph of a man or an animal in ac¬ 
tion. I mean the man or animal actually is moving 
his arms or legs. Why, he could, I suppose, show 
a bull tossing a man in the air — and you could see 
the whole performance ! Is n’t that a daisy inven¬ 
tion? I hope when these Kinetographs are sold, 
they will be cheap, so I can buy one. The boys of 
the Red School-house by your meadow might all 
combine and buy one for their holiday exhibition. 
Who knows? 


There is another bird ; it is a blue heron. It 
makes a noise like “ tob.” There are some tame 
birds; they are canaries. They sing the loudest 
and the best. John Upham. 

A GRASSHOPPER'S EARS. 

Dear Jack : Here is a funny state of affairs. A grass¬ 
hopper has its ears in its fore legs! Supposing one of 
your friends had an ear on each of his arms, between the 
wrist and ellx>w, would you not think it a very queer 
place ? Yet this is just where ears are situated in crickets 
and grasshoppers. 

On the tibia of their 


My friend says that Edison is going to use the 
phonograph in connection with the Kinetograph, so 
as not only to show a speaker, or an actor, or 
preacher in full action, but also to give the very 
words and voice of the man. I call that wonderful, 
as well as complete. He could give you two dogs 
really fighting in earnest, and growling at the same 
time. This is the longest letter I ever wrote, but I 
shall also hand it to my teacher to-morrow for this 
week’s composition. He has requested us each to 
hand in a letter. All the same, 1 am, 

Your faithful hearer, James R. G. 
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FROM THE DEACON’S SCRAP BOOK. 


ct’s ear. Some grassho])pers have no ears in their legs, 
and as a rule these cannot sing. 

While on the subject of ears, I have something else 
to tell you. There is a certain member of the crustacean 
family whose two ears would give you much trouble to 
find; for where do you suppose they are ? In one of the 
segments of its tail! Meredith Nugent. 


Here is something well worth considering from 
the Deacon’s Scrap-book: 

“ 1 KIND,” says Oliver Wendell Holmes, “that 
the great thing in this world is not so much where 
we stand as in what direction we are moving.” 
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EDITORIAL NOTE. 

Those of our readers who arc interested in Mr. 
Fraser’s description of a visit to the country studio of 
J. A. Dolph, the noted painter of animals, and in the 
illustrations from his delightful pictures of cats and dogs, 
will perhaps remember the excellent study of two sleep¬ 
ing puppies, also painted by Mr. Dolph, published in 
Sr. Nicholas for March of this year. 


Anaiiarks, Ok. Ter. 

Dear St. Nicholas: I am eight years old, and 1 go 
to an Indian school. My mama is a teacher in the school, 
and my little sisters and I are the only white children in 
it. I have learned to speak the Wichita language, and 
know a little Caddo. 

There are Wichita, Caddo, and Delaware Indians on 
this side of the Washita River, and Kiowas, Comanches, 
and Apaches on the other side. 

I get the St. Nicholas from the school. I like the 
siory of “ Chan Ok, a Romance of the Eastern Seas,” and 
I like to read the letters. 

Very truly, Willie D-. 


Grey Rock, Md. 

Mr Dear St. Nicholas: I live on a farm in Balii- 
more county, and we have two dogs—one great big one 
three feet high and six feet long. We imported him from 
Germany; his cousin belongs to the Prince of Wales, 
and his grandfather was the largest dog in the world — 
took first prize at London. He would have grown a good 
deal larger, but the climate did not suit him. When 
he was younger we used to drive him and another dog, 
“ Don,” together in a little cart, and we used to have 


plenty of fun. We have a Revolutionary ruin here ; it is 
an old stone house, where General Howard was born, 
and the graveyard is near-by where his father and 
brother are buried; he is buried in Baltimore. There 
is a very interesting legend about them that may interest 
your readers. 

In the battle of Flodden, in the time of Henry VIII., 
the Earl of Surrey killed the King of Scotland. The 
crest in the King’s coat-of-arms was a lion; so the 
Earl of Surrey asked Henry VIII. if he could n’t put 
it in his coat-of-arms. The King answered yes, and it was 
made his crest. The Howards are descendants of the 
Earl of Surrey, and in this old graveyard the coat-of- 
arms is put at the ton, and the lion is the crest. 

I hope this little letter, if you think it fit to publish, 
will be interesting to some of your readers. 

I am yours truly, Margaret G-. 


Langenschwalbach, Germany. 

Dear St. Nicho!.as: I want to tell you about the 
first convent we went to. It was just outside Paris, 
“ I.e Chateau de Ncuilly,” everyone called it. It — in 
(act, all Ncuilly — was at one time the country-house 
and park of the “ Due d’Orl&ins.” The house was very 
old-fashioned, and full of secret doors and passages; 
but of course now, much to the children’s disgust, all 
closed up. Outside, in front of the house, were two 
large statues that had always been there. One, “ Notre 
I *ame des Victoires,” was very well preserved; the 
other was so mutilated that we could not discover what 
or whom it was designed to represent. These statues, 
on looking at them from the front, seem to stand on little 
hillocks, but in the back of each was a door and steps 
leading down, one to the gardens of the Tuileries, tne 
other to Versailles; both have been all blocked up, how¬ 
ever, and served as capital hiding-places when we played 
at hide-and-seek. 
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Inside, the house was still more old-fashioned than the 
garden. The class-room for the elder girls was said to be 
the room in which the Duke had l>cen born. The refec¬ 
tory was supposed to be haunted; and it is well known 
that during the Franco-Prussian war the German soldiers 
kept their horses there. When we were there, I wanted 
very much to go down and see the “ghostly visitant.” 
So it was agreed that another girl and I would creep 
down at five minutes to twelve, but the other girl said 
1 must come and wake her. In the day-time I was very 
brave, and agreed to do this, but when the night came I 
was quite content to stay in my warm bed, and thus lost 
forever my chance of seeing the “ ghost,” as we left 
before the twenty-eighth of the next month, the only 
night it was supposed to walk. 

Schwalbach is a very pretty little town and a renowned 
place for invalids. We are here for my younger sister. 
Mama takes the waters; in fact we all do, but it was 
only for my sister that we came. When we finish the 
season we are going to travel in Switzerland. 

Coming here we sailed up the Rhine from Cologne to 
Coblcntz. We saw the Mount Drachenfels, and the cave 
in which the dragon lived before Siegfried came and 
killed him, and a great many castles in ruins, all with 
their respective legends. 

I must close now, dear St. NicIIOI.AS; my letter is 
already too long, I am afraid. 

Hoping that you will continue to interest another 
generation of young readers as greatly as you have in¬ 
terested those of this generation, 1 am one of your many 
devoted admirers. May J-. 


Grand Rapids, Mich. 

Dear St. Nicholas: Would you like to hear from a 
little sick girl ? I have to lie in bed, with a plaster 
jacket on, because my back was hurt a year ago. 

I greatly enjoy you every month. And lately I have 
been reading all the old bound volumes I could get from 
the public library. I want to tell you about two queer 
pets of mine. 

One day, early this spring, my brother brought me two 
brown, furry caterpillars. I put them in a Iwx with 
leaves and water. After a while 1 grew tired, and did 
not look at them for several days. When I did look, 
I could find only one, but on the cover of the box was a 
little brown cocoon. Then you may lie sure I watched 
the other — but alas, he died ! I do not know why it was. 
I still have the cocoon, and that may be a gay butterfly 
some time. 

Perhaps some other child during an illness may learn 
from my experience how much real enjoyment there is 
to be had in observing even a caterpillar. 

From your ever faithful friend, 

Bessie M. R-. 

Las Cruces, N. M. 

Dear St. Nicholas: Five years ago our family 
lived at the agency of the Mcscalero Apache Indians, in 
this Territory, where my father had a position and my 
mother was matron of the Indian boarding-school. This 
school was only established while we were there, and 
it was difficult to get the parents of the little Indian 
children to consent to their coming and living in the 
building provided for them. The little boys were espe¬ 
cially wild, spending their time in hunting small game 
in the woods with bows and arrows, and could not be 
induced to come. At last the agent devised the plan of 
sending out and forcibly bringing the boys in, when they 
were subjected to a bath, much against their will; and 
with their long black hair shaven off, and a suit of Amer¬ 
ican clothes sub-tituted for the Indian apparel, the 
transformation was in some instances so remarkable 
that it was hard for their own parents to recognize them. 


However, when brought in to see theft little ones, after 
this change had been wrought, they were nearly always 
pleased, and rarely offered any further objection to their 
education. 

They learned to read and write just as rapidly as little 
American bovs of the same age, and some of them were 
particularly bright. My mother would provide them 
with an American name in full, such as Philip Sheridan, 
Miles Standish, Christopher Columbus, or any that sug¬ 
gested itself, and ihey were always known by these 
names afterward, dropping their Indian names. 

While we were at the agency my brothers and I pur¬ 
sued our studies under mother’s instructions in the 
school-room with the Indians. Mother had a class she 
called her “ ten little Indian boys.” Among the little 
savages who were so abruptly started upon their educa¬ 
tional career was a boy about eight years of age, one of 
the La Paz tribe. I-a Paz, in Spanish, signifies peace; 
but a decade or so ago this tribe was on anything but 
peaceful terms with the Mexicans and Americans of this 
country; in fact, they were noted as being extremely 
warlike. This little Indian received the name James 
I,a Paz. He made rapid progress in his studies. Since 
we left the agency he has lieen sent to the Indian school 
at Grand Junction. Colorado, to complete his studies. We 
have exchanged letters quite frequently, and I send you 
one of his in his own handwriting, which I hope you will 
consider worthy of publishing, as it might interest some 
of your readers to see the letter of a little Indian boy. 

Your friend and reader, Hope G-. 

We print the letter as it was written : 

Teller Institute, Grand Junction, Coi„ 

My Dear Friend, Miss Hope G-: I have re¬ 

ceived you letter some time ago, and I was very glad 
that you still remember me. I don’t think you are a 
lazy girl, because you wrote a very long letter. If you 
were lazy you would n’t write a long letter. When I 
first wrote to you I think you were off somewhere; 
that is why you did n’t write me soon. No, I never get 
mad at anybody when I don’t get letter from him soon. 
I study arithmetic, fourth reader, and some time geo- 
rapha, But not very often. When I saw the writing on 
the envelope I did n’t think it was you writing. I 
thought it was from my home, Because it look like baby 
writing. Can you write better than that ? I think you 
can if you just try. Our teacher is gone home about a 
week ago. I was very sorry when my teacher is gone, 
that I pretty nearly cried for her. She treat me better 
than the other boys. She gave me one of her picture 
and book. She use to give me candy every day. Hoping 
to hear from you soon, 

Yours, James La Paz. 


Chk ado, III. 

Dear St. Nicholas: Although we have been your 
devoted readers for many a year, we have never written 
to you before. 

While traveling in Switzerland last winter we had quite 
an adventure, an account of which we thought might 
interest some of your readers. One day, we two boys 
went with several others and a guide to see some of the 
wonders of the Alps. After climbing quite a distance, 
we found ourselves gradually wandering away from the 
others, and in trying to find our way back we lost our 
way. It was growing darker every minute, and as we 
had never been there before, we naturally began to feel 
a little frightened. After looking around in vain to dis¬ 
cover in which direction to go, we finally gave it up as 
of no use, and resigned ourselves to our fate. After wan¬ 
dering around hopelessly for about two hours, it became 
so dark that we were afraid of falling over the precipice 
if we went further, so we sat down and whistled lo keep 
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up our spirits. After another hour, which seemed like 
two, had gone by, we thought we heard, in the distance, 
the well-known bark of the St. Bernard dogs. The 
sound came nearer and nearer, until finally we could 
distinguish, between the barking of the dogs, a man’s 
voice calling to us. We answered back joyfully, you 
may be sure. The man finally reached us, and after a 
great deal of trouble we reached home safely, resolving 
never again to wander from our guide in a strange place. 

Your constant readers, 

Reginald and Lawrence. 


Portsmouth, N. H. 

Dear St. Nicholas: I thought I would write you 
a letter. I have taken you for several years. 

I have four small turtles, the size of a quarter; they 
were wild when I first got them, but are now quite 
tame. They are very intelligent; when I go to feed 
them, I tap on the china bowl I keep them in, aDd they 
all run over to the side of the bog to get fed. I feed 
them on flies. It is very interesting to watch them eat; 
when one of them gets a large fly, the rest are so envi¬ 
ous that they chase him all around the bowl, and some¬ 
times in grabbing it, they get hold of his leg, and then a 
great struggle goes on until he gives up the fly. They 
are very interesting animals when young and small. 

Your friend, G. W. 


San Francisco, Cal. 

Dear St. Nicholas: I wrote you a letter last 
year from Germany. Now I am home once more, I 
thought I would write yon again. 1 saw in the August 
number a letter from two boys in Berlin about Von 
Moltke’s funeral, so I decided I would tell you some¬ 
thing I saw in Dresden. Two years ago last June, they 
had what they called the Wettin Fest, to celebrate the 
eight hundredth anniversary of the House of Saxony. 
A great many towns and cities were represented. The 
town of Meissen had boys and girls dressed in fancy 
dresses and flowers, to look like their beautiful figures. 
Then there was a hunting-scene. The hunters were all 
in handsome costumes. They had a great many hounds, 
all held by one man on horseback. The procession 
halted in front of the house where I was, and when it 


started again, the strings by which the dogs were held 
had become tangled, and so the dogs were all mixed up, 
and they were jumping around and over one another, and 
it made everybody laugh. There were also cars with 
lovely tableaux. The last one was called “ Peace,” and 
one of the figures was my governess, named Elsie, a real 
pretty girl. 

I was in Europe two years, and my papa sent you to 
me all the time. I like all your stories very much, 
particularly “ Tpby Trafford.” 

You must excuse my writing if it is not as good as it 
should be for a boy nine years old, for I have been writing 
English only a year. Your little friend, 

Fred N-. 


Indianapolis, Indiana. 

My Dear St. Nicholas : I spent last winter abroad 
and am going to tell you some of my adventures there. 
While we were in Rome a placard was pasted up on the 
walls of some of the houses, announcing the fact that 
there was to be a grand carnival the next week. We 
decided to stay for that. 

On the Wednesday of the carnival week I went out 
for a walk, and nearly got my eyes put out by the lime- 
dust they were throwing around. It is one of the privi¬ 
leges granted every one during the carnival that they can 
throw lime-dust in anybody’s face. 1 did not know that, 
so did n’t protect myself with a veil, as others did. I 
enjoyed everything about the carnival but that. I like 
Europe very much, but America is the place for me— I 
am a Kentucky boy and am on a visit to Indianapolis. 
This is the home of the President of the United States. 
I have often passed his house on Delaware street. It 
formerly had a picket-fence around it, but relic-hunters 
have broken it all down and carried it away. 

I forgot to tell you my age. I am thirteen years old. 

Your true friend, Cyril Cecil 55 -. 


We have received pleasant letters from the young 
friends whose names follow: Helen B., Holstein DeH. 
B., Curry Y., Harriet F. P., “ Petite Chatelaine,” Regi¬ 
nald S. B., Ethel G. G., C. B. B., Emma F., Grace A. L., 
Henry S. 
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Beheadings. Rosa Bonheur 
4. A-gouty. 5. B-angle. 6. O-ral 
10. L-niter. «i. R-addle. 


ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN THE SEPTEMBER NUMBER. 
1. R-ounce. 7. 0-read. 3. S-pcnce. Numerical Enigma. "What is 


Word-square. 1. John. a. Oboe. 3. Home. 4. Need. 

Zigzags. William Donit «. Wand. a. diet. 3. baLk. 4. culL. ... ... - , - - - 

S- Enid. 6. kAne. 7. Mead. 8. eDii. 9. prOd. .0. sluR. TeUmg them on a rosary of hours. 

gjRd. la . Hme. 13. Teal. Some idle tears must fall above the past 

1 JES. ViitT ZSTii.'-iSlt ‘iiSl »• «* *• 

4. Erst Additions. Harvest Home; Harvest Moon. 1. Heat-Hen. 

RHOMBOID Across- 1. Toole, a Nails a Tafia 4. Sivan. J - Arm-Ada. 3. Rack-Rent. 4. Visa-Vis. 5. Ens-Eel. 6. Slip- 

5. NnsT Across i.»ie. -vans. 3. .ana. 4 - <van. ^ 7 . Tar-Van. 8. Hcads-Man. 9. Ode-On. ,0. Mist-Old. 

Diagonal Puzzle. Diagonals, Ich dien. 1. Ignoble, a. aChieve. «t- E»r-NesL 

3. OtHello. 4. can Died. 5. chiliad. 6. broth Kr. 7. slackeN Diamond. .. C. a. Mad. 3- Manes. 4. Candles. 5 - Delu. 

St. Andrew’s Cross of Diamonds. I. t. R. a. Rip. 3. River. 7 \ , „ ... . „ 

4. Pet. 5 R. II. t. R. a. Tin. 3. Rides. 4. Ned. 5- S. 111 . Novel Acrostic. Have-lock. r. Hol.iday a. AmOunls. 

I. R. a. Ton. 3. Roses. 4. Net. 5. S. IV. . R. a. Sun. J- ViCeroy. 4. ElKhom. 

3. Rules. 4. New. 5. S. V. r. S. a. Tar. 3. Sales. 4. Red. Hour-glass. Centrals Crimson. 1. ereCted a. fuRor. 3. fir. 

5. S. 4. M. j *Sp- h- clOak. 7. chaNtry. 

To our Puzzlers: Answers, to be acknowledged in the magazine, must be received not later than the 15th of each month, and 
should be addressed to St. Nicholas “ Riddle-box, care of The Century Co., 33 East Seventeenth St., New York City. 

Answers to all the Puzzles in the July Number were received, before July 15th, from Josephine Sherwood— Edith Sewell — 
Paul Reese—Wee 3"—“King Anso IV."—Clara B. Orwig— Malcolm and Jean — I- O. E. and C. E.— StephenO. Hawkins—Uncle 
Mung — C. E. M. and M. L. M. 

Answers to Puzzles in the July Number were received, before July 15th. from P. I- S., « — Elaine S.. 1 — Grace Shirley, 1 — 
•• Shanghai China." a —“ Only I." 1 —“ New Haven, Vt.” ■ — Bridget and Timothy, a — Carrie Thacher, 7 — Daisy and Dandy. 1 — 
" Konkle," 1- Thomas F. Helm, 1 -H. M. C. and Co., 7—“ Puzzles," 1 — Laura M. Zinser. 3— KJIa B. Lyon, 3 —Annie B. Rtve- 
ley, 1 — Effie K. Talboys, 7—“Infantry," 11 — Hubert I- Bin cay, 8 — C. E. K. W., 1 — Pearl F. Stevens. 10—Anna Paul, 1 — Nannie 

J. Borden, a — Wilford W. Lmsly, a —Nellie M. Archer, 6 - Elsie B.. 1 -"A Third," 6—' 11 Snooks." 7— Blanche and Fred, n - Ida and 
Alice, 10—" May and ’79." 11 — Chiddings True, 5—" Charles Beaufort," 9— E M. G.. 11 — Edith, Allis, Helen, Mac, and Essie, a — 
"Kit and Kat,” a—“The Nutshell,” 10—Ida t'arieton Thallon, 10—Estelle and Clarendon Ions and Mama, 1—" Hawkeyc, 6 — 
Charlie Dignan, 8 —“ Dode," a —“ Tahoe, Cat," 5. 


•en know what weather il will be to-morrow.” 

Pi. We welcomed May with all her changing skies. 

And hailed with joy the queenly month of flowers, 
Counting some blessing on each fleeting day. 
Telling them on a rosary of hours. 


Diagonal Puzzle. Diagonals, Ich dien. 1. Ignoble, a. aChieve. 

3. OtHello. 4. can Died. 5. chiliad. 6. broth Er. 7. slackeN. 

St. Andrew’s Cross of Diamonds. I. 1. R. a. Rip. 3. River. 

4. Pec 5 R. II. t. R. a. Tin. 3. Rides. 4. Ned. 5. S. III. 
1. R a. Ton. 3. Roses. 4- Net. 5. S. IV. , R. a. Sun. 
3. Rules. 4. New. 5. S. V. r. S. a. Tar. 3. Sales. 4. Red. 



DOUBLE diagonals. ruped. 5. To petition. 6. A big-headed bird. 7. Epoch. 

Each of the words described contains seven letters. 8 - Cognizance. 9. A bird of the Crow family. 10. Ca- 
When rightly guessed and placed one below another, in lamity. 11. A four-winged insect. 12. A quadrumanous 
the order here given, the diagonals from the upper left- mammal. 13. Anger. 14. Suitable. 15. An adversary, 
hand letter to the lower right-hand letter will spell the H * H - 

name of a celebrated Polish officer who was killed at the CUBE, 

siege of Savannah in 1779; the diagonals from the up- 1 . .... 2 

per right-hand letter to the lower left-hand letter will 
spell the name of an English satirical painter. 

Cross-words: i. Having peaks. 2. A small fresh- • 

water fish allied to the carp. 3. A musical term mean¬ 
ing “quick.” 4. A crustacean with ten feet or legs. 

5. A small umbrella. 6. Onsets. 7. A warlike people 

subdued by the Romans in the year 306 B. C. 5 • • • ... 6 

FRANK SNELI.INC. 


I AM composed of forty-seven letters, and form a 
quotation from one of Shakespeare’s plays. 

My 19-38-42-11 is to send forth. My 28-7-34 is sor¬ 
row-. My 29-45-23 is a farming implement. My 2-21- 

39- 15-5-31 is fated. My 33-37-18-47-6 is dressed. 
My 12-26-9-41 is healthy. My 4-24-34-43-30-22 is to 
deliver. My 13-36-16 is a feminine name. 5ly 20-10- 
3-I-25 is to demand as due. My 35-14-8-27-46-32- 

40- 17 is a tin-mine. F. M. R. 


0 2, a city in the United Slates ; 


Al.L the words described contain the same number of to soften; front 1 to 3, formerly a duty of two shilling- 


letters. When rightly guessed, and placed one below 
the other, the zigzag, beginning at the upper left-hand 
letter, will spell the name of a barber in one of Dickens’s 
stories. 

Cross-words : i. To keep busy. 2. A little pocket 


for a watch. 3. The whole quantity. 4. A horned quad- glide by. 


on every tun of wine imported into England by foreign¬ 
ers ; from 2 to 4, to make clear; from 5 to 6, unsafe; from 
7 to 8, to amuse; from 5 to 7, tb copy; from 6 to 8, 
retirement; from 1 to 5, a song ; from 2 to 6, to orna¬ 
ment in relief; from 4 to 8, a flag; from 3 to 7, to 
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THE RIDDLE-BOX. 



ILLUSTRATKD VV7.7.I.K. 

EACH of the seven pictures in the above illustration 
inay be described by a word of seven letters. When 
these arc rightly guessed and placed one below the other, 
in the order here given, the central letters (indicated by 
stars) will spell the surname of an American author, and 
the letters from I to 14 (as indicated in the diagram) will 
spell the name under which, for a time, he wrote. 

J. K. 


of paradise. 4. The founder of the Ottoman empire. 
. An official expounder of Mohammedan law, in Tur- 
cy. 6. An Arabic prince. 7. An African country 
most of whose inhabitants arc Moslems. 

“ PYRAMDS AND THISBE.” 

ANAGRAM. 

A famous artist: 

Chime on all agf. “ xki.is.” 


ri. 

Three smoce a thmon ni eht rawey eary, 

A mothn fo ruelise dan thafluleh stcr 
Hewn eht jicri slavee lafl adn eht ria si crale.— 
Rcbcoto, eht wrobn, teh scrip, het belts. 

WORD-SQUARKR. 

I. 1. A SIMPLETON. 2. The European blackbird. 3. An 
old word meaning “ one side.” 4. Stone-crop. 5. A 
resinous substance. 

II. 1. The ermine. 2. A large animal found in 

South America. 3. A musical drama. 4. Ventilated. 
5. Commerce. “ rkynard.” 

RHOMBOID. 

Across: i. Besides. 2. Not anything. 3. Relating 
to time or duration. 4. Pertaining to Christmas. 

Downward : 1. In rhomboid. 2. Forward, in 

progression. 3. A kind of deer. 4. To long after 
vehemently. 5. The French word for “water.” 6. In 
parallel--. 7. In enigma. c. !». M. AND H. H. M. 

AN ORIENTAL ACROSTIC. 

All of the words described contain the same number 
of letters. When rightly gue-sed and placed one below 
another, the initial letters will spell the name of a cele¬ 
brated religious teacher born about 570 A. D. 

Cross-words: i. The birthplace of this prophet. 

2. The Arabic name of the Supreme Being. 3. A nymph 


OCTAGON. 

I. To suffer. 2. Temples. 3. A salt. 4. One who in¬ 
stigates to evil. 5. An instructor. 6. To direct one’s 
course. 7. To deviate. “CHARLES BRAt’PORT.” 

RHYMED IHH11I.K ACROSTIC. 

Primals and Finai.s. 

The patroness of gloomy war, 

Whose thunder shakes the heaven. 

With Mars, her brother, from afar 
She comes, on storm-clouds driven, 

To where the army's warlike sound 
Makes hills and rocks and cliffs resound. 
Cross-words. 

1. By Vulcan fashioned, to the world she brought 
Evils, though of ill she but little thought. 

2. A mountain on whose lofty summit lay 

The bark which saved the chosen of that day. 

3. To this proud Caledonian seaport sail 
Ships, with full many a priceless Indian bale. 

4. The ancients said that when a person died 
Old Charon ferried him across this tide. 

5. At thy command the walls of Thebes arose ; 

Thy lute had power to conquer all thy foes. 

6. The goddess of the moon, the Grecians say, 

Who, under golden diadem, holds sway. 
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